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HYMNE I. 
Of Aftres. 


| E arlybeforetheday doth ſpring, 

L ervs awake my Muſe, and {ing 

I t isnotimetoſlumber, 

S o many Ioyes this timedoth bring, 
As time will faile tonumber, 


B ut whereto ſhall we bend onr Layes? 
 E venvpto Heauen, againetoraiſe 

T he Mayde, which thence deſcended 

H :th brought againe the goldendayes, 
A nd all the world amended. 


R udeneſſe it ſelfe ſhe doth refine, 

E uenlike an Alchymiſt dine, 

G roſle times of Iron turning 

I ntothie pureſt forme of gold: 
N ot tocorrupt, till heauen waxe old, [ 

A nd berdin'd with burning, ll I 
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:  Erernall Virgin, Goaaeſſe true, 

| | .  Lerme preſume ro fingroyou. 

I a8! I oxe,cuen great /oxe hath leiſure 

Y S ometimesto hearethe vulgar crew, 

5 And hearesthemoft withpleaſure, 
Bleſſed 4ſtrea, 1 in part 


2 | E nioy the bleſſings you impart, 


: T he Pexce, the milke andhony, 
} H umanity, and ciuill are, 
- Aricher Dower then money, 


Right glad am Tthat now Tliue, 

E uen in theſe daies whereto you gine 
| . Great happineſle and glorie; 

/ : - TI fafteryou Iſhould be borne, 

= ' NodoubrTI ſhould my birth day forne, 
A dmiring your ſweete ſtorie, 
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HYMNE-_- III. 
Tothe Spring. 


E arth now is greene, and heauen is blew, 
L ively Spring which makes all new 

] olly Spring dothenter, 

S weete young Sun-beames doſubdue 
Angry,aged winter. | 


_ Blafts are mild,and Seas are calme, 

E uery medow flowes with Balme, 

T hecarth weares all her riches, 

H armonious birdes ſing fuch a Pſalme 
A seare and hart bewitches, 


R eſerue (ſweete Spring)this Nymph of ours 
E ternall garlands of thy flowers, 

Greene garlands neuer waſting; 

I n her ſhall laſt our fates faire Fiing, 

N ow and for cuer flouriſhing, 


As longagheauen is laſting. 
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of young Loue awakin 
Hearts youboth docauſe to ake, p 


| Andyet be pleaſdwith aking. 


R ight dearearethou, and ſois ſhee, 
E uen like attraftiue Symparhie, 


G aines vntoboth like deareneſlc ; 
] weenethis made Antiquitic 

N amethee, Sweete May of Majeſtic, 
As being both like in c/eareneſſe. 
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E arlychearfull, mounting Larke, 


Now then, ſweete 


To the Lay ke. 


L ights gentle Vſher, mornings clarke 
I AE Notes delighting 8 6 


- S tintawhile thy Song, and harke, 


A ndlearne my new Inditing. 


B eare vp this Hymne,to heau'n it beare, 


E uenvp to heau'n, and ſing it there, 
T o heau'neach morning beare itz 
H aucitſetto ſome ſweete Sphere, . 
A ndletthe Angels heare ir. 


R enownd Mfrs, that greatname, 
E xcecding greatin worthand fame, 
G reat worth hath ſorenownd it, 

I tis {Hfre45 nameTpraile, 


A ndin high Heauenreſoundit, 


e,dothou itraiſc, - 


HYMNE VI. 
Tothe Nightingale. 


E uerynight from Euen till Morne 
L oues Quiriſter amidde the thorne 
I s nowſo ſweet a Singer, 

S o ſweete, as for her SongI ſcorne 
A pollos voice,and finger, - 


B ut Nightingale ſince you delight 

E uer to An. the Starrie night, 
T o allthe Starres ofhcaven, 
Heauen never had a Starre ſo bright, 
As nowtoearthis giuen., 


R oyall Area makes our Day 
E ternall with herbeames,nor may 
Groſle darkeneſle ouercome her; 
I now perceiue why ſome dowrite, 
N o countrie hath ſo ſhort anight, 
As England hath in ſommer. 
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HYMNE VIL 


Tothe Roſe. 


E yeofthe garden, Queeneof flowers, 

L oues Cuppe wherein he NeQarpoures, 
I ngendred firſt of Near: (howres, 
S weete nurſe-child ofthe Springs young | 
A nd Beanties faire CharaQter. 


B cſt Iewell that the earth doth weare, 

E uen whe the braue yong;Sun drawes 

T © her hoate Loue pretending; (neare, 
H imſelfe likewiſe like forme doth beare, 

At riſing and deſcending. 


R ofe ofthe Queene of lone belou'd; 

E nglands great wn, 5 diuinely mou'd, 
G aucRoſes in their Banner; 

I t ſhewed that Bewties Roſe indeede, 
N ow in this age ſhould them ſucceede, 


A nd raigne in more ſweet manner. 
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'HYMNE VIIL 


To the Frincts of Enrope. 


| un E arope, the Eanhes froere Paradile: 
IE: "IE ___ Lerallthy Kings that would be wile, 
, Ez 1-2 W Politique Dexotivn: 
_ #- S ailc hitherto obſerve hereyes, 

| A nd marke her heauenly motion, 


B rauc Princes of this ciuill age, 
Px E nter into this pilgrimage: 
T his Saints tongue is an oracle, 
Hereyc hath made aPrince a Page, 
Andworkes each day a aMiracle, 


R aiſe bur: your lookes to her, and ſee 
E uenthe true beames of Maieſtic, 
=D G reatPrinces, marke her duly; 
A I fallthe world youdo ſuru 
: ) N oforcheadſpreades fo brighs a Ray, 
And notes a Frince ſo truly. 
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HYMNE 1X. 
To Flores. 


E mpreſle of flowers,tell where a way 

L ies your ſweetCourtthis merry May, 

I n Greenewich garden Allies: 

S incethere the heauenly powers do play, 
And hauntno other Vallics. 


B ewty, vertue, Maicffic, 

E loquent Muſes, three times three, 
T he new freih houzes and Graces, 
H aue pleaſure in thisplace to be, 
A boue all other Places. 


R oſes and Lillies did them draw, 

E r theydivine Afresfaws 

G ay flowers they ſought for pleaſure : 
I n ſteede of gathering crownesof flowers, 
N ow gather . Aſtress Dowers, 


A ndbeare to heauen that treaſure. 
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HYMNE X 


To the monerh of September. 


E ach Moneth hath praiſe in ſome degree; 
L et May to others ſeeme to be 

I n Senſetheſfweeteſt Seaſons 

S eptember thouartbeſtto me, 

And beſt doſt pleaſe my reaſon. 


B utneither for thy Corne nor Wine 

E xcoll I thoſe mild dayes ofthine, 

T hough corneand wine might praiſe thee; 
H _—_ ives thee honor more diuine, 
And higher fortunes raiſe thee. 


R enownd art thou(ſveer moneth)forthis, 
E mong thy dayes her birth day is, 

G race, plentie, peace and honor 

I n one faire houre with her were borne, 
N ow fince they ſtill her Crowne adorne, 
And ſtill argR iþ 08 her, 


' HYMNE Xl. 
To the Sunne. 


E ye of the world, fountaine of light, 
L ife of day,and death ofnight, 

I humbly ſceke thy kindneſle: 

S weet,dazle not my feeble ſight, 

A nd ſtrike me notwith blindneſle, 


B ehold me mildly from that face, 

E uen wherethounow doſt runne thyrace, 
T he Spheare where now thou turneſlt; 

H auing like Phaeton chang'd thy place, 

A nd yet hearts onely burneſt, 


R ed inherright checke thou doſt riſe; 
E xalted after inher eyes, 
G reat gloriethere thou ſhewelt : 
I n thother cheeke when thou deſcendeſt, 
New redneſle vnto it thou lendeſt, 
A .:dſothy Round thou goeſt. 
| B 1ij 
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HYMNE x11 


T 0 her Pictare. 


E xtreame winhis Audacitie, 
L ittle his Skill that finiſhe thee, 


I am aſham'd and So 
ouldbe, 


S odull hercyonyertot 


But _ are == red and white, 
E ach proportion right; 
T heſel ma Ye whiteneſle, 


H aue wan talife and light, 
AMactic,ngbe g" 


Rude countetfhit, Ithendiderre, 


E uennow,when I would needes inferre, 
G reat boldneſſe.in thy maker: 


1 did miſtake,he was not boldz 


es behold; 


N or durſt his eyes her 
her, 


And this made him mi 


' HYMNE XIII. 
Of her Mind. 


E arth now adiew,my rauiſht thought 
L iftedto heau'n, ſets thee atnought; - 
I nfinitis my longing, 

S ecrertsof Angels tobe taught, 

A ndthings 9% ns belonging, 


B rought downe fro heau'n of Angels kind, 
E uennow dol admire her mind: 
T his is my contemplation, 
Hercleare ſweer Spiri# which is refind, 
A boue Humane Creation. 
git, 
G 


R ich Sun-beame of th'zternall li 
E xcellent Sow/e,how ſhall I wrig 
G ood Angelsmake me ables 

' I cannotſeebutby yourcye, | 


| Nor, butbyyour rongue Signific 
Athing ſo Adwirable, ; 
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 HYMNE XI1111, 
of the Sun-beames of her Mind. 


E xceeding glorious is this ſtarrey 

L etvs behold her Beames a farre 

I n aſide lyne reflected; 

- S ightbeares them not whenneare they are 
And inright lines direQted. | 


- Beholdherin hervertues beames, 

| E xtending Sun-like to all Realmes; 

T he Sunne none viewes toonearely; 

H erwell of goodneſſe intheſe ſtreames, 
A ppeares right well and clearely. 


R adiantvertues, ifyour light | 

E nfecblethe beſt Iudgements ſight, 

G reatſplendor aboue meaſure 

I s inthe minde, from whence you flow : 

N o wit may haue acceſſe toknow, 

A nd view ſo bright atreaſure. 
Eye 
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HYMNE XV, 
Of ber YPi. 


E. ye of that mind moſtquicke and cleare, 
L ike Heau'nseye, which from his ſpheare, 
I ntoall chfogs proeen, 
S ces through all things euery where, 
A nd all their natures tryeth. 


B right Image ofan Angels wit, 

E xceeding| and ſwift like it, 
T hings inſtantly diſcerning : 

H auinga Nature infinir, 

A ndyetincreaſd bylearning. 


R ebound pon thy ſelfe thy light, 

E nioy thineowne ſiweere precious fight: 

G iue vs butſome refleion; 

I t is enough for vs,if wee 

N owin her ſpeech, now pollicie, 

Admire thine high perfetion. 
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HYMNE XVI. 
| of ber will. 
E uer well affeted will, | 


. 


L oving pore, Loathing ill, 


I neſtimable Treaſure: 
S ince ſuch a power hath power to ſpill, 
And ſauevsather pleaſure. 


B ce thouour Law, fweet wilt, and ſay 
E uen what thouwilt, we will obay | 
T his Law,if 7 99pn rk C ol 
Herein would I ſpendnightand day, 
A nd ſtudy ſtilleo plead it, 


R oyall free will, and onely free ; 

E ach other w/l1s Slaue to thee: 
Glad is each wi{roſeruethee: 

I nthee ſuch Princely power is ſeene, 


No Spirit but takes thee for her Queene, 
And thinkes ſhe muſt obſerue thee. 


 Excel- 


HYMNE XVIL 
' Of her Memorie. 


BF xcellent Iewels would youſce, 
L ouely Ladies? come with me, 
I will (for louc I owe you) 

S hew youasrich a Treaſure, 
As Eaſtor Weſt canſhew you. 


B chold, ifyoucan judge of it, 
E uen that ceo Store-houſe ofher wits 
T hat bewtitull large Table: 


H er memorie wherein is writ 
All Knowledge admirable. 


R eade this faire booke, & youſhall learne 

E xquiſite Skill if you diſcerne, 

G aine heau'n by this diſcerning; 

I n ſuch amemorie divine, 

N ature did forme the A4#uſes nine, 

And PallszQueene of Farming 
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HYMNE XVIII, 
- | Of ber Phang. 
E xquiſitecurioſitie, 


L ooke on thy felfe with iudgin 

I'7 oughtht thuldeleduele Jig 
S o dclicate aphantaſie 

A s this, will ſtraight perceiue it. 


B ccauſc her temper isſfo fine, 

E ndewed with harmonies diuine : 

T herefore if diſcord ſtrike it, |-F 
H er true proportions dorepine, | 
And ſadly domillike it, 


R ightotherwiſc apleaſureſiveete, 

E uer ſhe takes in ations meere; 

G racin : with ſmiles ſuch meetneſle; 
a 


I nher faireforchead beames appeare : 
N o Sommers day is halfe ſocleare, 


A dornd with halfethar fiveetneſle. 


« Eclipſed 


HYMNE XIX. 
Of the Organs of her Minde. 


E clipſed ſhe is, and her brighe ra 
L ie vader vailes, yet many ogy 
I $ her faire forme reuealed; 


S hediuerſly herſelfe conueyes 
A nd cannot be concealed. 


B y Inſtruments her powers appeare 

E Leodingh well cun'd > 44g 

T his Lute is ſtill in meaſure, 

H olds ſtill intune, cuen like a ſpheare, 
A nd ycelds the world ſweet pleaſure. + 


R eſolue me, Muſe, howthis thing is, 
E ver a bodielike tothis 
G aucheau'n tocarthlycreature? 
I amburfondthis doubtto make, 
N o doubt the Angels bodies take, 
A boue our common nature. | 
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| HY MN E XX, 
Of rhe Pafhonref bey Heart, \. 


E xamine nor th'inſerntable Hart, © | 
L ight Muſe other ghough ſhei in pare t 
I mpartit tothe Subiedt, ; 
S ck not,although from heau'n thou art, 

And this an Heavenly obiect, 


B ut fine ſhe hath ahart ,weknow 

E uer lon? paſſions thencedo flow, 

T hough euer rul'd with Honorz 

H erludgementraignes,they waite below 
And fixe theireyesvpon ber. ; 


R eified ſo, theyin their kind 

E ncreaſe each Vertue of her mind, 
G ouern'dwith mild tranquillicie; 

I n allthe Regions vnder Heau'n, 
No Statedoth beare it ſelfe ſo cuen, 
And with lo ſweet facilitic. 
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Of th innumerable Yertues of ber Mind, 


E re thouproceedeinthis ſweet paines, 
L carne Muſe how many drops it raynes 
I n cold and moiſt December; 

S ummevp May flowers & Awgyſts graines, 
A nd grapes of mild Seprember, - . 


B eare the Seasſands in memorie, 
E artlis grafſes,and the ſtartes iti Skie, 
T he litle moare$#which mounted : 

H ang,intheb ANREIGf Phebas eye, 

A ndncuer canbe evunted. 


R ecount theſe numbers numberleſſe, 

E re thouher vertuecanſt expreſle, 

G rear wits this count will cumber 

I nſtructthyfelfe innumbring Schooles; 
Now Coutiersvſeto bethetbe fooles, 


All ſuch as cannot number. 
| C itij 
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|| HYMNE XXI1. 
+41}; © Of ber 17 iſenome. 


E gle-eyed Wiſedame,lifes Loadſtarre, 
L ooking nearcon things a farre; 

I ones beſt beloued daughter, 
S howesto her Spiritall things that arc, 
As leehinſelfe hath taught her. 


B y this ſtraight Rule ſhe reCtifies 

E achthougbt that in her hart doth ric; 
T his is hercleare true, qpjrcor | 
Her looking glee, wherein ſhe ſpics 
All formes of Truth and Error. 


R ightprincely Vertue, fit toraigne, 
E nthronizd in her Spirit remaine, 
Guiding our fortunes cuer; 

Ris Scarre once ceaſe toſce, 
N o doubt our State will Ship-wrackt be, 
A nd torne andſunke foreuer. 


I fwet 


- 


Exil'd 


$ P , 
23 « 
— = ; | 
. « wit, 7 * % _— , . 


HYMNE XXIIL 
Of her luftice. 


E xil'd Afresi is come againe, 
- o hereſhe doth all things maintaine 


n #ember weight and meaſure: 
5 he rules vs with delightfull paine, 
A ndweobey with pleaſure, 


B y Loue ſhee rules more then by Law, 
E uen her great mercy breedeth awe: 

T his is her Swordand Scepter, 

H erewith ſhe hearts did cuer draw, 

A nd this Guard euerkept her, 


R eward doth ſitin herright hand: 

E ach Vertue thence takes her Garland 
G ather'din Honors garden: 

I n herleft hand (wherein ſhould be 
N ought butthe Sword) fits Clemencie, 
And conquers Vice with pardon. 


D 


HYMNE XXII1L 
Of her Magnanimitie. 


E uen as her State , ,ſois ; her Mind, 
L ifred aboue the vulgar kind: 

I t treades proud Fortune vnder, 
S un-like itfits aboue the wind, 

A boue the ſtormes, and Thunder. 


raue S rear Hearradmirin be 
E E feng «04-1. as it ughs,. "'Y 
'T hat frelleth! not, nor ſhrinketh ; 
H onor isalwaies in hen, 
: And of greatthings ſhe thi 


3: R ocks Pillars,anf heawns Axel-tree, 
E xemplific her Conſtancie; 

l G reat changesneuer chaunge her: 

I n her Sexe feares are wont to riſe, 

N ature permits, Vertue denies, 


And ſcornesthe face of danger. 
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 HYMNB- XXV. 
Of ber CMoarration. 


E mpreſſc ofkingdomes thonghſhe be 
L aha is her Soueraigntie, ; 
If ihe her ſelfe do gouermne; 
S ubie@ vnto her ſelfe is ſhee, 
And of her ſelfe true Soueraigne; 


- B ewties Crowne though ſhe do weare, 
E xaltred into Fortunes chaire, 

T hron'd like the Queene of Pleaſure: 

H er Vertuesſtill poſleſſc her Eare, 
And counſell her to Meaſure. 


R eaſon, iffhe incarnate were, 

E ucnReaſons ſelfe could neucr beare 
G reatneſſe with Moderation; 

I n herone temper ſtill is ſeene, 

N olibertie claimes ſhe as Queene, 
A nd ſhowes no PO 
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TED ASE LEE! 
HYMNE | XXVI. 
\''| To Enwwe. 


E nuic go weepe, my Mufe and I 

L augh thee to ſcorne; thy feeble Eye. 
I sdazled withthe glorie 

S hining in this gay poeſic 

Andlitle ey 1d, Storie. | 


B chold how my proudquil doch ſhed 

E ternall Nectar on her head: 

T he pompe of Coronation 

H ath not ſuchpower her fame to ſpread, 
As this my admiration. 


R eſpe my Pen as free and franke, 

E xpeting not Reward nor Thanke; 
Great wonder onely moues it; 

I neuer madeit mercenary; - 

N or ſhould my Mufethis burthen carie - 
As hyr'd but that ſhe loues it. 
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